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sic on the air;
Silent the snows
of winter fall,
Yet fadeless
flowers are ev-
erywhere:
Within our hearts they blossom gay.
And shed thelr fragrance free and far;
*Tis always so on Christmas day,
In memery of His golden star!

The race of man had waited long
To see that lily in the sky—
To bear the perfect angel-song,
“Of peace to earth and praise on high.”
Oppressive night of Egypt lay,
Till with i1s glow love's atar arcse;
In hope and cheer of Christmas day,
The yearning centuries found reposs’

"T'was like the change the morning brings,
Awaking men to duty bright;

*Twas like the song the bluebird sings—
Of lovely spring and her delight;

"T'was like the coming of the May,
Eefreshing age, rejoicing youth—

Bo beautiful was Christmas day
In its creative hope and truth!

The Heaven and earth we know are ons;
God cares for earth as worlds above;
Wherever stars in peace look on,
There shineth His abiding love;
But nearer to our hearts there lay
A longing for the Man Divine,
And so there came the Christmas day,
And in the east His star did shine!

‘What tender tones of kindhess sweet,
‘We speak becanse of His new birth;
In happiness the virtues meet—
To tell His story to the earth:
Good will and peace have ample play,
Naught seems our paradise to mar,
Because it is the Christmas day.
And all the world beholds His star!

Our children shout and dance in glee:
Surprises sweet awalt this morn;
Like ships across the summer sea,
Good gifts to them and us are borne;
The holly glistens with its spray.
The mistletoe makes mirth and cheer—
It is glad-hearted Christmas day.
The merriest day of all the year!
—Willlam Brunton, in Good Housekeeping.

was in despair.
The theatrical
company with
which she had

! : left Denver for
a tour through the mining towns had
gone to pieces. The manager had
fled, and Mrs. Maynard, his leading
woman, known on the bills as ““Miss
Etta Baker,” sat in the cheerless min-
fng camp hotel, her eyes red with
weeping and her brain almost dis-
tracted. Her trunks, with others, were
held in the stage office for the fares of
the company from the last stand, her
purse was empty, and she trembled at
every apprcaching step, fearing it
might be that of the rough-speaking
landlord, coming to give her notice
that she must vacate the room.

Mrs. Maynard was a widow with
one child, a sweet little flaxen-haired
cherub who had a child’s part in the
play. Her late husband was an ap-
parently well-to-do man, and.at their
home in an eastern city they lived in
peace and plenty until the dread de-
stroyer, pneumonia, left her a widow
at the ago of twenty-one. After the
funeral of her husband she learned, to
her consternation, that his debts large-
1y ontweighed his property. and ere the
first great grief over his death had
been blunted by the hand of time, she
found herself homeless and penniless.
In the days of her girlhood and early
married life she had taken a promi-
ment part in amateur theatricals, and
the talent she displayed in that line
had excited favorable comment and
had gained for her merited recogni-
tion in the columns of the city press.
When left alone in the world and com-

1led to labor for the support of her-
self and little daughter, her thoughts
naturally turned to the stage, and she
soon found herself enrolled as a2 mem-
ber of & company bound across the
continent on a California tour. At
Denver she was taken ill and the com-
pany was obliged to leave her there,
and when. after a long battle with
mountain fever, she regained her
strength, her money was exhausted
and she was without employment.
Then it was that an irresponsible

secured her services, with
t above stated.
The weather was bitterly cold, and

the small sheet-iron stove in the room

oecupied by Mrs. Maynard and her
daughter seemed incompetent to bat-
tle with the keen temperature which
penetrated the thin walls of the rough
structure dignified with the name,
*The Cosmopolitan Hotel.™ The par-
tition walls which separated the dif-
ferent apartments were of canvas
stretched on infrequent joists, and
reaching but little higher than the
head of a person standing erect.
“Midget,” as the wee mite of a
daughter was called, sat near the stove
with ashawl thrown about her d~'icate
shoulders to protect them fro.a tl::e
cold. Looking up into her mother’s
tearful eyes, she “fid: 3 2
“Mam lease don't cry S0 .
for mmn::‘:mteell.wfulhndwm
itears. Iam nnruegod 'utli no;.
us, for I prayed every time
mwok.ehl:'nighttorﬂim to take care
of ue, and after I prayed I always felt
so good and happy, just as if I had
heard | Him whisper to me that He
heard \my prayers and would answer

them.

“Bleds your trasting little hﬂtﬁ;
you & da great comfert to me, Midges.
the mothe “puod. “But for your

nd pray God to take us both
pur .angel papa. We have
to look to in our troubles,
ds »7A and we must not lose our
.m::h]_n dear Saviour waose birth
will be glebrated all over the worl
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checkea the speech upon her lips a
shade of pain swept over her face and
her eyes drooped. The mother caught
the changing expression on the little
one's features, and her heart swelled
almost to bursting, as the tears came
anew into her swollen eyes.

‘0, mamma, don't—please don't,”
Midget pleaded. *“I don't eare about
Santa Clanos and won't hang up a
single stocking, for 1 know he would
never come to hunt me in this far-
away place. He will look for me back
at home, and, when he finds I am
gone, will give my presents to some
little poor girl”

**Yes, yon do care. Midget, darling,
but in your brave little soul yon try to
hide your disappointment that it may
not grieve mamma. No, darling, I
fear good Santa Claus will not find
you this time, as he has done every
other Christmas since vour birth, and
it breaks my heart to think youn must
be so neglected.”

“Don’t you mind it a bit, mamma,
for 1 just ain't going to care. If yon
will only smile and look happy like
you used to, it will please me more
than anything good old Santa could
bring me in his great pack.”

The motherdrew the little one to her
bosom and kissed her fondly, and she
started when adeep sigh,which Midget
tried in vain torepress,escaped from the
baby's breast. Her face wore a look
of desperate resolution as she released
her loved one and said:

“*Midget, darling, you will hang up
your little stockings to-night, as you
have always done, and good Santa
Claus may come here when he visits
the few children in this dreary town.
I somehow feel that he will do so, and
when you go to bed to-night you must
ask God in your prayers to tell the
good children’s friend where you are.
He may find you, darling, but if he
does not you must not grieve too
greatly over it. Mamma isgoing out
for a little while, and you must stay
close to the stove and try to keep
warm until she gets back. I will go
to the post office, and I may hear from
the Denver manager to whom I wrote
for an engagement. Good-by, baby,
and try to think that Santa Clans may
find you. even in this cheerless place.”

If the thin muslin wall which sep-
arated her room from the adjoining
one had vanished Mrs. Maynard would
have seen sitting near it a great big,
rough miner, with tears sparkling like
diamonds in his honest eyes. She did
not know that, as she left her room.
*Big John™ Rogers, as he was known,
quietly arose and followed her from
the house and waded after her through '
the deep snow in the sireet.

He saw her enter the post office, and
a few minutes later come forth again
with a look of distress and disappoint-
ment on her face. She raised her eyes
to look about her, and he uoticed that
they were full of tears, but, when just
across the street, they encountered
three gilded balls, her face brightened
and she seemed about to start toward

“How much did youn let her have on
it?

“Two dollar. I.told her she ocould
have five, but she didn’t would take it
She said she might not be able to raise
so much to redeem it.”

“*“Now look here, Sol, you know me,
an’ vou know I wouldn't do anything
that's crooked,” John said. “I'll give
you ten dollars for the ring, and I'll
promise you that the woman will wear
it in its old place on her finger to-mor-
mw"l

“Oh, my cracious, Shon, I couldn’t
dodat. Dering is a pledge und I vas
responsible for it, und I don’t vould
dare gif it to anybody but de owner.
Do you know the lady, Shon?”

The miner reflected for a moment,
and then in his old blunt way told the
man what he had heard through the
canvas partition. His stroug voice
grew soft and mellow as he repeated
the little one’s words, and a tear stole
down his bronzed cheek as he told of
the mother’s grief and of her resolu-
tion that her baby should not be de-
prived of her Christmas pleasures.
Then he detailed his plans, and cén-
cluded by saying:

“Sandy Claws is on that little 'un’s
trail, Sol, an’ he’s a goin’ to run onto
her camp in great shape. an" to-mor-
row mornin’' when she wakes up that
ring ought to be among the stuff she
finds in her stockin’s.”

**Holy Moses, Shon, dat vas a gray
horse mit some more colors. Dat vas
different, und you baed your lifetime
dat ring vill be dere, und you dond pay
me von cent, too. That two dollar
vill be my chip in mit the poys. Und
see here, Shon, dere's a leetle beauti-
ful ladies’ gold watch that I brought
here from Denver mit my first stock of
goods und it's so shmall dat nobody
won't buy it in dis camp, und das goes
mit de ring for de leetle girl's Christ-
mas, too. Und say, Shon, ven you see
all de boys und you don’t got enough
yust bring me a shnow ball und I'll
lend you ten dollar on it und put Santa
Claus’ name on the ticket. I don’t vas
a Skylock ven I vas a Shew, und don't
you remember it, Shon.”

With the ring in his purse, the ring
placed on the woman's finger when at
the altar she took the name of the dear
one whom she mourned, John started
on a tour of the saloons and gambling
houses of the camp. Quietly he told
the story to the listening groups. *“A
woman in distress?” That was
enougi for the generous warm-heart-
ed miners conzrerated in the varions
places. and the canvas bag John car-
ried grew more and more corpulent in
proportions as he went his rounds.
Gold, silver and grreenbacks eame into
the fun:l from willinzr hands, and when
at nine that nizht the tour was com-
pleted, the bagy seemed almost burst-
ing with its load of treasure. Return-
ing to the hotel with a few compuan-
ions the miner had a consultation with
the landlord, which coneluded with the
latter saying, bluntly:

“Yes, take a knife an’ slit the or-

them. Then a cloud of pain swept
over her features and she stood with
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BANTA CLAUS’ NAME ON THE
TICKET."
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bowed head, as if irresolute. She
stood thus for several moments, then
her lips compressed, and, rapidly cross-
ing the street, she entered the pawn-
broker’s shop.

“Big John" read thestoryataglance.
Some cherished keepsake was going,
in order that her baby daughter might
not miss the expected visit from Santa
Claus—and how dear that keepsake
must be, for what an effort it required
to bring herself to the determination
to part with it. The warm heart of
the miner was yvet swollen from the
conversation which he had heard be-
tween the mother and daughter, and
he crossed over to tender his assist-
ance, when the shop door opened and
the woman came forth. Addressing
him, she said:

“Can vou tell me, sir, if there is a
shop or store in the town where toys
and candies are kept? Suoch things
as children like for Christmas, you
know?”

The great-hearted miner was about
to tell her that he had overheard her
conversation with her little girl, and
that she must go right back to the
house out of the cold and have no fear
that Santa Claus didn't know his busi-
ness, but her pretty, intelligent face,
musical voice and air of quiet refine-
ment awed him, and he feared a ten-
der of assistance and a confessivn that
he had been eavesdropping might of-
fend her, so he bluntly answered:
*“Yes ma'uam,the big storeright where
you see that awnin’ packs all sich
wueck.”

She thanked him and walked hur-
riedly away, and the minerentered the
pawnshop.

*“What did that woman put up here,
Sol?” he asked.

“A ring, Shon. A heavy gold ring,
worth Dot less than twenty

That woraan vas a lady, Shon, and I

uw-m-'}“ :

vas saz=oy now 1 took de pledge from

She kissed it before vhe handed |

nery thing. I kin have a piece sewed

over the hole.”

During the early hours of the night
men moved softly about the hotel of-
fice whispering mysteriously, or sat
near the stove discussing some matter
in low tones. The landlord’s wife had
gone to the lady’'s room, ostensibly
for a womanly chat, but really on a
mission at John's reguest, and when,
an hour later, she silently glided into
the office a score of rough miners sur-
rounded her.

*She is just going to bed,” the wom-
an said. *'The poor creature is tired
and all worn out, and I induced her to
take a small dose of laudanum. She
will sleep like a top. The little girlis
sleeping soundly, and I assisted the
mother to place the few cheap pres-
ents she had purchased in the little
stockings hanging on the back of a
chair near the bed. The woman took
hers off just before 1 came away, and
they are lying on her shoes near the
foot of the bed.”

Along after midnight, had not Mrs
Maynard been securely locked in the
arms of opiate-induced sleep, some
very mysterious transactions would
have met her eyes. She would have
seen honest old John's bewhiskered
face at the opening thus made, his
head cantiously enter, and his keen
eyes peer around in the dim light
which came through the window from
the winter moon. Then she would
have seen his burly form come noise-
lessly through the opening, move cau-
tiously to a chair and remove there-
from the tiny, present-laden stockings.
She would have seen the great form
stoop and would have heard the
searching fingers moving over the
floor, and then have seen the miner
assume a half stooping attitude, and
move away grasping the baby stock-
ings in one hand and a pair of much
larger dimensions in the other.. But
she sweetly slept on, unconscious that
her room had been invaded by a warmn-
hiearted representative of Sauta Clans.

ix

*0, mamms, mamma, wake up,
want to tell you something.™-

The widow started from her slee
*I had sucha funny dream; mamma™
the little one said. *I dreamed Santh
bit like our old Santa. Hew
10 the bed- and log

\ 7

asleep at all. He looked at yon a lit-
tle while and then at me, and I
dreamed I shut my eyes real gquick, to
make believe I was asleep. He leaned
away over you and kissed me just as
easy as could be, and whispered ‘God
bless you, dear,” and then when I
opened my eyes again he was gone.
Wasn't it a fanny dream?”

The mother smiled at the gneer re-
cital, little dreaming that what Mid-
get believed to be a vision of the night
had been a reality.

“If he was really here, darling,” she
said, *'he was no doubt hunting you,
and may have left you something.
Jump up and look at your stockings.”

The little one needed no segcond bid-
ding. She was on the cold floor in a
moment, and through the gray light
¢f the early dawn the mother watched
her.

‘0, mamma! Mammal”

A smile of pleasure came over the
mother’s face at the ery of delight
Every pang it had cost her to give np
the ring she so prized was softened by
the happiness which clung to her dar-
ling’s tones.

*0, mamma!”

*‘Well, what did you get, baby?”

“A watch, a real gold watch, a little
teenie watch, and it's running.”

“A what, Midget? Why, child, is
your brain turned? Santa Claus mever
 brings gold watches to poor children.”-

“Oh, he did, mamma, he did, he did,
and there's something in your stock-
ings, too.”

*In my stockings? Why, my darling,
are you crazy?”

*“*No, mamma, it's a real watch, and
it is ticking. Just look.”

She ran to the bed with the treasure
in her hand. The mother took the
tiny time-piece, and ber eyes opened
wide with wonder when she found that
Midget's words were true.

‘“Here are your stockings, mamma,
and they are so heavy I can hardly
carry them. I just believe 1 did ses
Santa Claus, and wasn't dreaming at
all™

The mother reached for the stock-
ings, and when she felt the weight
and it flashed =across her mind that
they were freighted with money, she
held her breath in astonishment. She
poured the treasure out on the bed
Gold, silver and greenbacks, wealth
she had never dreamed she would pos-
sess. and in the shining heap lay her
wedding-ring, with a note attached.
Opening the paper, she read:

**Madam. When you Think sandy
Claws forgits peepel thats in trouble,
You ar off yure base, fur He nose his
biz, and sodus Big John, even if he
doant want you to no He done This,
and i rite it an Slip it in unbenone to
Him, for he Herd yonand yure babby
talk an node your trubble, an the boys
node Thare biz, too. Big John is the
oanly sandy Claws in this Here camp.
yures, The proprieter.”

Scarcely knowing whether she was
waking or dreaming, the woman has-
tily arose and dressed herself, and
taking the little girl by the hand went
to the hotel office. The moment they
entered Midget cried ount:

“*Oh, mamma, there’s the Santa Claus
I saw in my dream! That large gentle-
man with the whiskers. Wasn't it
yon, sir?”

The big fellow attempted to run
into the street, but the landlord
caught him and pulled him back. He
blushéd like a schoolgirl as he faced
the wondering woman, and blurted
out:

“Ma'am, don’t mention it, if you
please. Me an’ the boysfound out you
was in trouble, an’ we just got together
an’ pulled yon out as Christians had
ought to do.”

*It's jest like this, ma’am.” the land-
lord said. *‘John, 'var, isa big, bash-
ful feller when thar's a woman in
sight, an' he made us all swar we
wouldn't never let you know whar' the
lift came from. It's all right, ma'am,
and you kin pack up an’ go to yer
friends jest as soon as you want to, an’
in a year yon’'ll forgit you ever had a
bit o' trouble in yer life. We're all
only too happy to make yon a merry
Christmas, ma'am, and we all hope
you may have many more of 'em.”

**0, sir. how can I ever thank yon
for this,” she said, addressing John.
“I was indeed in great trouble,
and—"

But he had escaped from the door
and ran blushing down the street.
Later in the day he met Mrs. Maynard
and conquered his modesty enough to
hold guite a long conversation with
her. It was observed, too, that he as-
sisted her on the stage when she smil-
ingly bade adieu tothe camp, and waved
his hat enthusiastically as the driver's
whip eracked and the vehicle bowled
away.

A few mon:hs later at their old home
in the east, Midget said to a little
playfellow:

“*I'm going to have a new papsa pret.
ty soon."

“Who?" her companion asked.

“Biz John Santa Claus. I don’t
know his other name yet.”

CaPT. JACK CRAWFORD.

Tom's View of It
Now, what do you guess? But you could nos
guess
What Santa Claus did last night:
He tilled our stockings up to the brim,
Packing them hard and tight;
And the dear old fellow—would you believel=
He planted a Christmas tree
And hung it thick with beautiful things
For Tommy and Ruth and me.

Tops and trumpets and drum and sled,
Marbles and bat and ball,
A shioning locket and pleture books,
Aud a curiy-haired, brown-eyed doll;
Oceans of nuts and candies—Oh!
If you had been there to see
All the treasures that Christmas brought
For Tommy and Ruth and me

Tommy gazed. with a sober face,
Then lifted his head to say:

“There's plenty of boys and girls, I know,
Who haven't a gift to-day.

Why did he bring so much to us?

There's more than enough for three;

It isn't fair that so much should be

For Polly and Ruth and me.

*"Tis easy guessingz. The dear old sains
Has piled up his treasures here

To give us three a glorious chance

To share in his Chrisumas cheer;

So. with lovingest hearts and open hands,
We'll try our best to sce

How quickly we can divide them all—

—Golden Daga.
A Possible Explanation.
Dimpies (examining hesf new Christ--

Polly and Ruthand me." e

mas doll)—Buddy, he
Santa Claus got j

mamma's .
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—In view of the application of the
trolley to canal traffic, it is interesting
to recall what improvements were at-
tempted on passenger transportation
on American canals before railways
seized this part of the business. Seth
C. Jones, of Syracuse, built abount sixty
years ago an improved canal packet,
designed to run from Syracuse to Buf-
falo, a distance of ninety-five miles, be-
tween breakfast and sapper. The boat
was drawn by horses, and on her trial
trip, with forty or fifty passengers, she
made nearly twelve miles an hour. It
was asserted that going at this speed
she created smaller waves and did less
damage to the banks than other boats
going at ordinary canal speed.

$5.00 to Californis

Is price of double berth in Tourist Bleeping
Car from Kansas City on the famous
“Phillips-Rock Island Tourist ns.”
ity Woducatays via Pt Worth and Bl
o an
Paso, and Fridays via Scenic Route. Write
for particulars to  G. D. Bacox, G. A. P.
D., 106 N. 4th 8t., St. Lom.-i,l[o
Jonx BeBastiaN, G. P. A, Chicago.

PEeasaNT (to chemist)—*'‘Got any codliver
oil?* Chemist-—*Certainly.” Peasani—*ls
it fresh?’ Chemist—*‘Come, now, do you
suppose we are in the habit of Eminga
whale every time a mm yokel wants to
buy two penn’orth of ver oili""—Meg-
gendorfers Blatter.

A Child Enjoys
The %leln.nt. flavor, tle action and sooth-
inge ectots.{nllpo Figs, when in need of
a laxative, and if the father or mother be
costive or bilious, the most gratify: re-
sults follow its nse; so that it is the t
family remedy known and every family
should have a bottle.

CoURTENAY—"“When you proposed to Miss
Dexter did you get down on your knees?”’
Barclay—*No, 1 couldn‘t; she was sitting
on them.”—Truth.

_ DroPSY is a dread disease, but it has loat
its terrors to those who know that H. H.
Green & Sons, the Dropsy Specialists of
Atlanta, Georgia, treat it ~vith such great
success. Write them for pamphlet giving
fall informartion.

A PAPER that is always full of good points
—a paper of needles.

THE MARKETS.

NEW YORK, Dec. 17, 1804
CATTLE—Native Steers..... $350 @ 5%
COTTON—MidAling......covvee  cnnn 5
FLOUR—Winter Wheat ...... 28 % 315

WHEAT—No. 2 Red.. T S0 ;m 61y
CORNNOE o i i ... @ 53
OATS—NO. ... .00e ceeenoneene M@  35Y
PORIC—NEW MESS, ,..00eeenee 1325 @ 14 00

ST. LOUIS.
COTTON—Middling............
BEEVES Snipping Steers... 4 %90

Medium....... .... 44
HOGS—Fairto Select. ......... 4
SHEEP—Fairto Choice........ 20
FLOUR—Patents.............. 2

Fancy to Extrade.. 205
WHEAT—No. 2 Red Winter...
CORN—No. 2 Mixed............
UAT>—N0.2 ... ceivcrrsnnnses oo
BRYE—-NO.2. ... cccucviasssens .- 52
TOBACCO—Lugs. ... ... ..c..e

Leaf Burley.......
HAY—Clear Timolhy..coue.uu.
BUITTER—Choice Dairy ... ... | £
EGUS—PFresh ....o..ovvvniieiie ceve
PORK—Standard Mess (New). 12 35
BACON—Clear Hib ...........
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CHICAGO.
CATTLE—Shipping. ....00....
HUGS—Fuir to Chuice. ... ....
SHEEP—brair to Choice.......
PLOUR—Winter Pateuts.....

Spring Pateuts......
WHEAT—No. 2 Spring. .......
No.2Red....ccc.....
CORN—NO. 2......cc00000acna0e
OATS—NoO. 2.... ....oievs vone .
PUORK—Mess (new).. ..... At |
KANSAS CITY.
CATTLE—Shipping Steers....
HOGS—All Grades.. . .o.oooee.. 4
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CORBN—NO. 2. ... coo0 ceinvanies swwd
NEW ORLEANS.
FLOUR—HIgh Grade..........
CORN—No. 2..... ...... -
OATS—Western. ..
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COTTON—Middling. .....co.... .
LOUISVILLE.
WHEAT—No. 2Red. ..........
CORN-—No. 2 Mixed (ear)......
OATS—No. 2 Mixed.......
PORK—New MesS. .. ..conceenas
BACON—Clear Rib...ccccvuees Hha 75
OTTON—Middling. . .... ... .... @ L

BE &
R

7]
G

DO YOU EXPECT
To Become a Mother?

If so, then permit us to
say that Dr. Pierce's
Favorite Prescrip-
tion is indeed,
a true

“ Mother's Friend,”

by preparing the
system for parturi-
tion, thus assisting Nature and shortening
‘““Labor.” The painful ordeal of childbirth
is robbed of its terrors, and the dangers
thereof greatly lessened, to both motherand
child. The period of confinement is also
greatly shortened, the mother strengthened
and built up, and an abundant secretion of
nourishment for the child promoted.

Send 1o cents fora large k (168 pages),
giving all particulars. Address, WoORLD'S
DISPENSARY MEDICAL ASSOCIATION, 663
Main St., Bufialo, N. Y.

PAINLESS CHILDBIRTH.

Mrs. FRED HUNT, of Glenville, N. V.,
says: ‘'I read about Dr. Pierce’s Fa-
vorite Prescription being so good for a wo-
man with child, so I P
got two bottles last .
September, and De
cember 13th I had a
twelve pound baby
girl, When 1 was
confined [ :was nof
sick in any way. 1
did mnot suffer any
pain, and when the
child was born I walk-
ed into another room
and went to bed. If
keep your Extract of
Smart-Weed on hand
all the time. It was %
very cold weather - i
and our room was Mgs. HONT.
very mh]::ldhut I did not take any cold, and
never any after-pain or any other pain.
It was all due to God and Dr.’. ierce’s Fa-
vorite Prescription and Compound Extract
of Smart-Weed. This is the eighth livin
child and the largest of them all. I suf-
iz red evervthing that flesh could suffer with
the other bazb:es. ! elways had a doctor
and then he could not h2ip w= «8:5 =wnh,
but this time my mother and my husbasc
were alone with me. My was only
seven days old when I got np and dressed
and left my room and stayed up all day.”’

al

, N all receipts for cooking
J requiring a leavening agent
ROYAL BAKING
J POWDER, because it is an

‘_‘ the

absolutely pure

¢

other powders,
best results.

powder and of 33 per cent.
greater leavening strength than

It will make the
food lighter, sweeter, of finer

cream of tartar

will give the

R flavor and more wholesome. ¢
)
25 ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO., 108 WALL ST., NEW-YORK. 5
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“Goop afternoon, Mrs. Northside,” said Two MENAGERIES arrived ;

the caller, rising to his feet as the mistress

Birmingham, repied the iady, why didns
e ry e

you send np‘ oug name? 'I‘inmllﬂnﬂﬂ a

gentleman as to see me, and here it is

g:i;h. youl” — Pittsburgh Chronicle-Tele-

Double the Quantity, Same Price.
bry e PR APTS BF Thot PSANDE SEOAT,
rs O 8!
Pgrry wpﬁ.n-l{mer. for internal snd
external use, This will be very mﬁ&lﬂﬂ
to the public, and will doubtless tin a
largely increased demand for this justly
popular preparation.

‘I seT four pies out on the window sill to
cool,” said Mrs. Hunker to her husband,
*‘and they have all been stolen.” *“*Thenwe
must number them among the lost tarts,”
was the philosophical reply.

I ca¥ recommend Piso’s Cure for Con-
sumption to sufferers from Asthma —E. D,
Towxsexp, Ft. Howard, Wis., May 4, '04.

JANTTOR of Skyfiats (gruffiy)—‘‘What are
you doing in the vestibule at this time of
night? Are you one of the tepants?”’ Tom
De Witt—*No, I'm not! So you’d better be
civil or I'll break your head.”—Life.

CrrE your cough with Hale's Honey of
Horehound and Tar.
Pike's Toothache Drops Cure in one minute.

HeAvEN and earth fight in vain against a
dunce.—Schiller.

Bologna, one of which waa under the man-
entofmor B., and the other under
tra

of his veling respectively
their own account. Here w%:
join their and the Was an-
nounced on the as follows: * 2
sugmeated.—

cUREs SCROFULA,
BLOOD POISON.

S me

cures CANCER,
ECZEMA, TETTER.

RUB
TO MAKE YOU
WELL ACAIN

"OF PAINS RHEUMATIC, NEURALGIC, LUMBAQIC AND SCIATIC.

~

W
\

/

thing else will “do as well ;

Be on Guard

sgainst imitations of Peariine,
When they are not dangerous,

they are worthless. They
are usually both. Peariine
does what nothing

< else can. It saves
labor in washing, and
insures safety to what

is washed. Itis cheap,
thorough and reliable. No-
"itis

just as well tc have nothing else.

. = unscrupu grocers
‘Bew AT'C e S FALSE  peavis s
3o the hones: thing—send dack - 300 TAMES P

dothe

Jousgrocerswillk

as"” or *' the same

Peddlers and some

New York.

THE TUB THAT ST
ONITS OWNBOTTOM
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AreYouFo

When you are in & low state of health,
illness, there is no nourishment in the




